INTRODUCTORY
I lifted and shook it in the middle of the flame. The next moment I felt as if I were lifted up by
my armpits, and said to my dear companion, Now we mount, etc. At the same tune I heard a noise
from the top of the machine, as if it were going to burst; and I looked, but did not see anything.
However, as I was looking up I felt a shock, which was the only o'ne I experienced. The direction
of the motion was from the upper part downwards. I said then, What are you doing? Are you dancing?
I didn't stir, said he. So much the better, replied I; it is at last a new current, which 1 hope will carry
us away from the river. True enough, for when I turned myself in order to see where we were I found
myself between L'ficdle Militaire and les Invalides, beyond which place we had already gone about
2500 feet.
M. Pilatre said at the same time, We are over level ground. Yes, said I, and we advance. Work
on, he said, work on. I then heard another noise in the machine which appeared to be the effect of a
rope breaking. This fresh admonition made me examine attentively the interior of our habitation. I
saw that the part of the machine which was turned toward the south was full of round holes, several of
which were of considerable size. I then said, We must descend. Why? Look, I said, and at the same
time I took the sponge and easily extinguished the fire which was round a few of the holes that I could
reach; but, leaning over the lower part of the linen to observe whether it adhered firmly to the sur-
rounding circle, I found that the linen was easily separated from it, on which I repeated that it was
necessary to descend.
He looked below and said to me, We are over Paris. Never mind that, said I, but let us see; is
there no danger for you? Are you secure? He said, Yes. I examined my side and found that there
was no danger to be apprehended. Further, I wetted with the sponge those cords which were within
my reach. They all held firm except two, which gave way. I then said, We must pass over Paris, In
doing this we approached the tops of the houses very-sensibly; we increased the fire and rose with the
greatest ease. I looked below me and perfectly discovered the Mission Iiltrangere. It seemed to me as
if we were going toward (Saint-) Supice, which I could perceive through the aperture of our machine.
On rising, a current of air made us leave this direction, and carried us toward the south. I saw on
my left a sort of forest, which I took to be the Luxembourg; we passed over the Boulevard, and I "
then said, Let us now descend. The fire was nearly extinguished, but the intrepid M. Pilatre, who never
loses his presence of mind and who went forward imagining that we were going against the mills that
are between the Petit-Gtentilly and the Boulevard, admonished me. I threw a bundle of straw on the
fire, and, shaking it in order to inflame it more easily, we arose, and a new current carried us a little
towards our left. M. Rozier said again, Take care of the mills! But, as I was looking through the
aperture of the machine, I could observe more accurately that wo could not meet with them, and said,
We are arrived.
The moment we touched the ground I raised myself up in the gallery and perceived the upper
part of the machine to press very gently upon my head. I pushed it back and jumped out of the
gallery, and on turning myself toward the machine expected to find it distended, but was surprised to
find it perfectly emptied and quite flattened.
A few months previously the first hydrogen-filled balloon had been released from the
Champ de Mars, Paris, on the firing of a cannon. The event was watched by more than
one hundred thousand people. The balloon fell sometime later in a village fifteen miles
distant. Here it struck an immediate terror into the hearts of the inhabitants of the village__
After it has alighted, there is yet motion in it from the gas it still contains. A small crowd gains
courage from numbers, and for an hour approaches by gradual steps, hoping meanwhile the monster
will take flight. At length, one bolder than the rest takes his gun, stalks carefully to within shot, fires,
witnesses the monster shrink, gives a shout of triumph, and the <:rowd rushes in with flails and pitch-'
forks. One tears what he thinks to be the skin, and causes a poisonous stench, again all retire, Shame,
no doubt, now urges them on, and they tie the cause of alarm to a horse's tail, who gallops across the
country, tearing it to shreds.